Siam
were builded long ago by the hand of man;
they are factitious; they are the remains of one
of the most prodigious temples of the world.
The destruction is bewildering. How could
they come, these masses of stone, to warp thus,
to bend, to fall, to be confounded in such
chaos? There are towers which seem to have
fallen in a single piece, to have descended in
their entirety from their basements* And the
massive terraces have broken. And all around
the earth has mounted; the humus, in the
course of centuries, has begun to climb the
large staircases in its endeavour to swallow
up the whole*
The immense faces of Brahma, " the gracious
old ladies," so sly-looking and so little reassuring
the other evening in the twilight, I see them
again everywhere above my head, smiling upon
me from between the ferns and roots. They
are far more numerous than I thought. I can
discern them even on the most distant of the
towers, crowned and girt about the neck with
necklaces. But in broad day, how they have
lost their power to scare 1 They seem to say
to me this morning: "We are quite dead, you
see, and quite harmless. It is not out of irony
we smile thus, with eyelids half-closed; it is
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